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The Black Cat 


I don’t expect, nor do I ask you to believe the wild, ugly 
story I am about tell. I would be crazy if I did as I can 
hardly it believe myself. Yet, I’m not crazy —and I’m most 
certainly not dreaming. But tomorrow I will die, and 
today I want to unburden my soul. I want to show the 
world, directly and without comment, a number of 
events that once took place in a simple household. 
The consequences of these events have terrified —have 
tortured —have destroyed me. Yet I will not try to explain 
them. To me they have given nothing but horror —while 
to others they will seem less terrible than weird tales. 
Perhaps there is someone who can reduce my phantasm 
to something ordinary —a person more calm, more 
logical, and far less emotional than I am. 

From childhood on I was noted for my tame 
and timid nature. My tenderness of heart was so obvious 
as to make me the joke of my friends. I was especially fond 
of animals, and was given many pets by my parents. 
I spent most of my time with these animals, and I was 
never as happy as when I was feeding them and playing 
with them. 
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This quirk of character increased as I grew older, 
and as an adult I derived my main pleasure from it. 
To those who have been fond of a faithful dog, I hardly 
need to explain the happiness that it provides. There is 
something in the selfless love of an animal that goes 
directly to the heart of those who have tried the 
worthless friendship of human beings. 

I married young, and was happy to find that my 
wife had a similar interest as I. As she observed my 
liking for pets, she never missed a chance to buy one that 
was pleasant. We had birds, gold-fish, a dog, rabbits, a 
monkey, and —a cat. 

This latter animal was remarkably large and 
beautiful, entirely black, and very smart. In speaking of 
its intelligence, my wife, who at heart was superstitious, 
often hinted at the old notion that all black cats are 
actually witches in disguise. Not that she was really 
serious about this —I mention this detail for no better 
reason than that I just now remembered it. 

Pluto —this was the cat’s name —was my favorite 
pet. I alone fed him, and he followed me wherever I went 
in the house. I even had trouble to stop him from following 
me out in the street. 
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Our friendship lasted for several years, during 
which my spirit and character— much thanks to my 
alcoholism —underwent a change for the worse. I grew 
more moody, more irritable. I had less regard for the 
feelings of others. I suffered myself when I cursed at my 
wife. At length, I even threatened to beat her. My pets, of 
course, felt the change in my temper. I not only neglected 
but abused them. For Pluto, however, I still had enough, 
respect not to mistreat him. I made no qualm of abusing 
the rabbits, the monkey, or even the dog, whenever they 
came my way. But my disease grew —for what a disease is 
alcohol!—and soon even Pluto, who was now growing 
old —was going to face my bad temper. 

As I came home drunk one night, I thought that 
the cat was avoiding me. Then I grabbed him. Shocked at 
my violence, he slightly bit my hand. In an instant I was 
furious. I didn’t recognize myself anymore. My own soul 
seemed to have left my body and an evil spirit had taken 
its place. I took a pen-knife, opened it, seized the poor cat 
by the throat, and cut one of its eyes out! I blush, I burn, 
I shudder, as I think of this horrible thing I did. 

When I came to my senses again in the morning — 
when I had slept off the alcohol —I experienced a feeling 
half of horror, half of remorse. But it was a weak feeling, 
at best, and my soul remained untouched. 
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Then I went back to drinking again, and soon 
drowned the memory of my crime in wine. In the 
meantime the cat recovered. The socket of the lost eye 
looked horrible, but he no longer appeared to be in pain. 
He went around the house as usual, but fled in terror 
whenever I was around. I still had so much of my old 
heart left that I felt sad by the hate toward me coming 
from a creature that had once loved me. But the feeling 
soon gave way to anger. And then came the spirit of 
PERVERSENESS. Of this spirit philosophy knows nothing. 

Who has not found himself committing an awful 
act, for no other reason than because he should not? 
Are we not always prone to violate that which is Law, 
merely because we know it to be such? This spirit of 
perverseness was what finally drove me over the edge. 
It was this longing of the soul to abuse its own nature — 
to do wrong for the sake of doing wrong —that urged me 
to continue, and finally to carry out the injury I had 
inflicted upon the cat. One morning I slipped a noose 
around its neck and hung it on a tree —hung it as the 
tears streamed from my eyes, and with remorse in my 
heart —hung it because I knew that it had loved me, and 
because I felt it had given me no reason to do what I did — 
hung it because I knew that in doing so I was committing 
a sin. A deadly sin that placed my soul beyond the reach 
of the mercy of the Most Merciful and Most Terrible God. 
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The following night, I was awakened by the cry of 
fire. The curtains of my bed were in flames. The whole 
house was blazing. Only with difficulty did my wife, a 
servant, and myself, make our escape from the fire. The 
destruction was complete. My entire worldly wealth was 
burned, and I resigned myself to despair. 

I have stopped trying to establish an order of 
events that had caused it all, both the disaster and what 
I had done. But I am lining up a chain of facts —and don’t 
wish to leave out a single detail. On the day after the fire, 
I visited the ruins. The walls, with one exception, had 
fallen in. This exception was found in a thin wall, which 
stood in the middle of the house, and against which the 
head of my bed had rested. The plastering here had 
withstood the fire, because it was just recently made and 
was still wet. 

A dense crowd had gathered around this wall, and 
many people seemed to be looking at a particular part of 
it with great amazement. The words “strange”, “weird”, 
and similar expressions made me curious. As I ap¬ 
proached, I saw the figure of a huge cat as if it was a sculp¬ 
ture carved out of the white surface. The lifelike 
impression was truly remarkable. There was a rope around 
the animal’s neck. 
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When I first looked at this thing, I was awe-struck. 
But soon I came to my senses. The cat, I remembered, had 
been hung in a garden next to the house. 

As the alarm rang because of the fire, this garden 
had been filled by a crowd right away. Someone in that 
crowd must have cut the animal from the tree and thrown 
it into my chamber as the window was open. This had 
probably been done to wake me up. The falling of other 
walls had packed the cat into the wet plaster; the lime of 
which, with the flames, had then turned into the figure 
that I was looking at. 

Although I tried to explain it to myself that way, 
it failed to convince me. For months I could not rid myself 
of the thought of the cat. During this period, there came 
back a feeling that seemed like, but was not, remorse. 
I went so far as to regret the loss of the animal, and to 
look around for another pet of the same kind, to replace 
the cat. 


One night as I sat, half drunk, in a den, my 
attention was suddenly drawn to a black object that was 
relaxing on one of the rum barrels, which made up the 
furniture in the place. I had been looking at the top of this 
barrel for some time, and what now surprised me was the 
fact that I had not noticed the object sooner. 
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I approached it and touched it with my hand. 
It was a large black cat, just as large as Pluto, and it 
closely resembled him in every way but one. Pluto had 
never had any white hair; but this cat had a large mark of 
white, covering nearly the whole breast. 

When I touched him, he immediately stood up, 
purred loudly, rubbed against my hand, and was pleased 
at the attention. This was the very creature I had been 
looking for. I offered the landlord to buy it, but he said it 
wasn’t his —he had never seen it before. 

I continued to caress it, and when I got ready to 
go home, the animal followed me. I permitted it to do so, 
patting it as I carried on. When it reached the house, it 
made itself at home at once, and became a great favorite 
with my wife right away. 

For my own part, I soon began to dislike it. 
This was just the opposite of what I had expected. I don’t 
know why I was disgusted at its fondness for me. 
Gradually, this disgust turned into hatred. I avoided the 
creature. A sense of shame, and the memory of my former 
crime, prevented me from abusing it. For some weeks I did 
not hit, or otherwise violently abuse it; but soon I came 
to regard it with revulsion, and I walked away in silence 
whenever it was around, as if fleeing the plague. 
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What added to my hatred was the discovery, 
that, just like Pluto, it also had one of its eyes missing. 
This detail, however, only made it more appealing to my 
wife. She possessed that kindness of feeling, which had 
once been my unique trait, and the source of my simplest 
and purest pleasures. 

But as my aversion to this cat grew, its liking for 
me increased. It followed my footsteps so closely that it is 
hard to believe. Whenever I sat, it would hunker beneath 
my chair. If I stood up, it would get between my feet and 
nearly throw me down. At such times I wanted to destroy 
it with a blow, but could still stop myself from doing so; 
partly because of the memory of my former crime, but 
mostly because of my absolute fear of the beast. 
This fear was not exactly a fear of physical evil —and yet 
I don’t know how else to put it. Yes, even as I sit in this 
felon’s cell I am ashamed to admit that the terror was 
caused by something as trivial as it is silly. My wife had 
often pointed out the character of the mark of white hair 
on the cat, which was the only difference between the 
new beast and the one I had destroyed. The reader will 
remember that this mark, although large, had been 
originally very vague. With time, however, it had taken 
on a sharp outline. It now looked like an object that 
I shudder to name —it was now the image of a gallows. 
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Now I was wretched beyond the wretchedness of 
humanity. Soon the creature did not leave me alone for a 
single moment. Then I started to feel the hot breath 
of—the thing —upon my face, and its vast weight on my 
heart! 


Under the pressure of these torments, what 
remained of the good inside of me vanished. Evil thoughts 
took hold of me —the darkest and most evil of thoughts. 
The moodiness of my temper turned into a hatred of 
all things and of all mankind. My wife was now the 
patient sufferer of my sudden outbursts, to which I 
blindly gave myself. 

One day she followed me into the cellar of the old 
building, which our poverty had forced us to live in. 
The cat followed me down the stairs and nearly threw me 
headfirst. In my rage I lifted an axe and aimed a blow at 
the animal, which would have proved fatal had it 
descended as I had wished. But this blow was stopped by 
my wife. Annoyed, I withdrew my arm from her grasp in 
a rage and buried the axe in her brain. She was dead on 
the spot, without a groan. 

As I had committed this terrible murder, I set 
myself to the task of hiding the body. I knew that I could 
not bring it outside without the neighbors seeing it. 
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Many possibilities entered my mind. At one time I 
thought of cutting the corpse into small pieces, and 
destroying them by fire. At another, I decided to dig a 
grave for it in the floor of the cellar. Again, I reflected 
about casting it in the well in the yard —about packing it 
in a box, like merchandise, to have a gatekeeper take it 
from the house. Finally I came up with a far better 
solution. I decided to wall it up in the cellar —as the 
monks of the Middle Ages walled up their victims.fi] 

The cellar was well suited for a purpose such as 
this. Its walls were loosely made and had recently been 
coated with a rough plaster, which the humidity had 
prevented from hardening. Moreover, in one of the walls 
something was sticking out, caused by a false chimney, 
and made to resemble the red of the cellar. 

Without doubt I could readily take out the bricks 
at that point, insert the corpse, and wall the whole thing 
up as before. I was not wrong in this calculation. I easily 
pulled out the bricks with a crowbar, and carefully put the 
body in against the wall. Then I re-laid the whole 
structure as it had originally stood. Having obtained 
mortar, sand, and hair, I mixed a plaster, which was 
identical to the old one, and with this I went over the new 
brickwork. When I was finished, I felt satisfied. The wall 
did not reveal the slightest trace of having been tampered 
with. 
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I looked around me with a sense of victory, and 
said to myself—“Here at least, then, my labor has not 
been in vain.” My next step was to look for the beast — 
I had decided to put it to death. Had I seen it at that 
moment, there would have been no doubt of its fate. 
But it turned out that the animal had been alarmed at the 
violence, and avoided me. It is impossible to describe the 
heavenly sense of relief, which the absence of the creature 
gave me. 

It did not show itself during the night —and so, for 
one night at least, I slept undisturbed. I slept even with 
the burden of murder upon my soul! 

Two more days passed, and my tormentor still 
did not come out. Once again I breathed as a free man. 
The monster had fled the building forever! I should see 
it no more! My happiness was supreme! The guilt of 
my dark deed hardly disturbed me at all. A few inquiries 
from people outside had been made, but had been readily 
answered. Even a search had been started —but of course 
nothing was to be found. I looked upon my future 
happiness as guaranteed. On the fourth day after the 
murder, policemen unexpectedly came into the house and 
went on to look around the premises again. But I felt no 
embarrassment at all. 



